88                FOLK-DANCE OF MAHARASHTRA
Fie on thee I Vain is thy life I
Art thou not ashamed to show thy face
O thou, born in kshatrlya race ?''
Furious at this did Angada grew,
And fuming in rags at Ravan jumped
And delivered a solid kick on his chest.
When Ravan tumbled on the ground
Lo ! the whole Lanka was stirred,
And when Agand whirled himself
Many were thrown out of the hall.
Away he flew and carried  with   him  the  assembly
hall!
Such are the exploits of Shriram.
Nakta dance.
38.     Under an umber'tree a shallow well is dug,
(And) by the preceptor's prowess water has sprung,
"Get up, get up, sir, and have a bath."
While bathing does he a fish espy.
Breaking the sacred thread he makes a noose
And lo ! in it is caught a Malya fish.
The noose in (his) hand and the fish on (his) head
Look, how the bowlegged Brahmin walks !
Give, o Brahmin lady, give me a handful of chillies
(And) how fine is the soup prepared of the fish !
Thrashing   and   pounding  it  is   delivered   to    the
fisherwoman.
The fisherwoman made it sour, fie upon it !
39.     The rocks are broken and the stones are cut
By the stone-cutter Kumbhar are quarried the stones.
The stones are cut (full) twelve fingers in length.
(The stones are cut) for. Parashurain's temple,
40.     In   the   Brahmin's    courtyard   are  planted  the
champak trees.
(And) the champak trees are planted in rows.
In abundance are the flowers bloomed,
(And) sweet is the fragrance of the flowers.